King HEN RY V. his Conqueſt of FRANCE | & 
I Reuenge for the Aﬀrom offered him by the French King. 


In lending Him (inſtead of the TrxpuTE due) a Ton 


of TENNIS- BALLS 


1 00 1225 ppm 


'S our King lay wuſing on his bed, 
He bethought himſel f upon a time, 
Of a tribute that was due to France, 
Had not been paid for ſo long a time. 
Fal, lal, &c. ; 
He called for his lovely page, 
His lovely page then called he; 
Saying, Vou muſt go to the king of France, 
To the king of France, Sir, vide ſpeedily. 


O then went away this lovely page, 
This lovely page then away went he; 
And when he came to the king of France, 
Low he fell down on his bended knee. 


My maſter greets you, worthy ſir, 
Ten ton of gold that is due to he, 


That you will ſend him his tribute home, 
Or in French land you ſoon will bim ſee, 


; Fal, lal, &c. 


{ 


"Your maſter's young, and of tender years, 


Not fit to come into my degree: 


And 1 will ſend him three tennis. balls, 


That with them he may learn to play. 


do deen returned this lovely page, 


This lovely page then returned he, 


And when he came to our gracious king, 


Low he fell down on his bended knee. 


W 


What news? what news ? my truſty page, 

What is the news you have brought to me? 

I have brought ſuch news from the k ing of France 
That you and he will never agree. 


He ſays , You're young and of tender years, 
Not fit to come into his degree; 

And he will ſend you three tennis-balls, 
That with them you may learn to play. 


Recruit me Cheſhire and Lancathire, 

And Derby-hills that ace ſo free: 
No marry'd man, nor no widowl ſon, 
For no widow's curſe ſhall go with me. 


They recruited Cheſhire and Lancaſhire, 
And Derby-hills that are ſo free, 

No marry'd man, nor no widow's ſon, 
Yet there was a jovial bold company. 


O then we march'd into the French land, 
With drums and trumpets ſo merrily: 

And then beſpoke the king of France, 
Lo! yonder comes proud king Henry. 


The firſt ſhot that the Frenchmen gave, 
They killed our Engliſhmen ſo free. 

We kill'd ten thouſand of the French, 
And the reſt of them they ran away. 


And then we. marched to Paris gates, 
With drums and trumpets ſo. mertily. 


O then beſpoke: the king of France, 


The Lord have mercy on my men and me. 


O:1 will ſend hint his tribute home, 
Ten ton of. gold that is due to he, 

And the fineſt flower that is in all France, 
To the Roſe of England J will give free. 
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